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Give me a bridgegroom, St. John, give me a bridgegroom,
Give me a bridgegroom, I pray, for I fain would be

The fortunes that are told on St. John's Eve or in the early dawn
of his day, a day that is celebrated with rockets, firecrackers, and
vivas, in Brazil as in Portugal, point to a union of the sexes, marriage,
and the longing for a love that has not yet been found. In our coun-
try, fortunes are told with the white of an egg in a cup of water; with
an ear of corn that is placed beneath the pillow so that the sleeper may
behold in a dream the one who comes to eat it; with a knife that, in
the dark, is plunged to the hilt in a banana tree, the spots or stains on
the blade being eagerly deciphered early the next morning; with a
basin of water; with needles; with a mouthful of liquid; etc. Other
heart interests find a protector in St. Anthony. For example, lost love.
Sweethearts, husbands, or lovers who have disappeared. Love that
has grown cold or has died. He is one of the saints that we meet with
most often in connection with the practices of aphrodisiac sorcery in
Brazil. It is the image of this saint that is frequently hung head down-
ward in a cistern or a well in order that he may fulfill his promises as
speedily as possible. The more impatient ones place him in old privies.
And Sao Gongalo do Amarante lends himself to still more disrespect-
ful treatment, the freest and most sensual practices being linked with
his cult. These at times are downright obscene and filthy. To him is
assigned the specialty of providing husbands or lovers for old women,
just as St. Peter's function is to marry off widows. It is to Sao
Gongalo, however, that nearly all the amorous swains turn for com-
fort:

Get me a bride, get me a bride;

Little Gongalo, hear my plaint;

That is <why I pray to thee,

Friendly little saint}**

The young girls address him as follows:

Sao Gongalo p-f Amarante,
Thou hearest the old ones' plea;
Why dost not marry the lasses, too?
What harm have they done to thee? 159

It was to Sao Gongalo that the sterile, the barren, the impotent
clung as to their last hope. Formerly on the day of his feast there was

W7 Dai-me noivo, S. Joao, dai-me noivo,               159 Sao Gongalo do Amarante,
dai-me noivo, que me quero casar.                     Casamenteiro das velhas,

iss Casal-me, casai-me.                                      For que nao casais as vnogas?

Sao GongalinhOy                                           Que mal voz fizeram elas?

Que hei de rezar-vos,
Amigo santiriho.